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In fact, I don’t think I’ll preach a sermon at all today.  What I want to do is to tell 
you a story.  This is not a true story, nor is it about a real place.  As they say on 
television, “any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is a coincidence.”  
What I’m about to tell you is only a fable.  Like most fables, it has a familiar 
beginning.  “Once upon a time” there was a king.  He was a very good and kind 
king, and he ruled over the richest land that the world had ever seen.  The 
kingdom was blessed with beauty and resources beyond our ability to imagine. 

But to the king, the most precious thing in the land was its people, and the king 
loved them all, as evidenced by all that he had given them.  More than anything, 
the king wanted his people to love each other, just the way he loved them.   

Each and every one of them was precious to the king.  Throughout his reign the 
king had issued edict after edict about how the people were expected to live 
together.  Since he loved his people so much, he wanted everyone to be well 
cared for.  Again and again he reminded his people of their responsibility to love 
and respect each other.  He expected his people to share with each other, for he 
knew that in his kingdom there was more than enough to allow everyone to 
prosper. 

The king was always getting little notes of thanks from people – usually, by email 
or text – along with all sorts of requests.  The things people asked for always 
made the king think that life was pretty good in the kingdom.   Few people asked 
him to help the poor or destitute, or the homeless, which led the king to think that 
there probably weren’t very many of them in the kingdom.  So rarely did he have 
someone ask him to help them to love someone they didn’t like, or to or forgive 
someone who had wronged them that the king assumed there must be almost no 
conflict.  Often he was asked for a bigger car or a house.  But, the king thought, if 
there was such a shortage of luxury goods in the kingdom, demand must be high 
because everyone was doing so well there.  And it made the king happy to think 
that his subjects were doing such a good job of caring for each other. 

One day, the king decided that he would venture abroad in his kingdom to see for 
himself the paradise that his subjects had created with the extraordinary wealth 
over which he had made them stewards.  He knew, of course, that it wouldn’t do to 
travel around as the king.  If he were to really find out how things were going, he 
was going to have to disguise himself.  And so that is what he did.  His disguise 
was so good that no one, no one, would ever guess they were talking to the king. 
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Well, the king began his tour in one of the kingdom’s great cities.  People hurried 
past the king at great speed, most of them talking on cell phones.  The king was 
surprised to see that not only did no one say hello to him, most of the people went 
to great lengths to pretend he wasn’t there – everyone, that is, except one young 
man typing feverishly with his thumbs on his iPhone.  He was so absorbed in this 
activity that he ran right into the king’s back, and he paused only long enough to 
mutter something about “not blocking the sidewalk.” 

As the king walked abroad in his kingdom, he found that not every place he went 
was shiny and clean like the great city.  Some of the areas were made up of run-
down buildings with cracked windows and peeling paint.  Many of the houses had 
signs on the lawn that said, “bank foreclosure.”  He saw one person busily going 
through the contents of the curb-side trash bin, filling a bag with cans and bottles.  
People here didn’t seem as hurried as those he first seen – in fact, even though it 
was midday, groups of men congregated on the street corner, or sat on nearby 
stoops. 

Returning to the busy section of town in which he had begun his tour, he stopped 
briefly in front of a newsstand, and perused the headlines.  It was becoming 
obvious that things were not as good as he had thought in his kingdom.  
“Government reports 45 million live in poverty,” he read.  “Five years after 
Hurricane Sandy, parts of Long Island still struggle to recover.”  “Urban League 
reports underemployment rate for African-Americans is at 20.5%.”  Now he 
understood the people sitting on the stoop with no particular place to go.   

Suddenly the king’s attention was drawn to a nearby doorway, where a dirty young 
man lay, wrapped in a tattered blanket.  The king tried to stop the people rushing 
by him, but they continued on their way.  Finally, he got the attention of a young 
woman.  “Oh, him,” she said to the king as she took off the headphones of her 
iPod. “So what?  He’s always there.  It’s really getting bad.  I had to join a health 
club because I can’t jog in the park any more without stepping over homeless 
people.” 

“What should we do?” the king asked. 

“We?” she replied, “nothing.  Let’s just hope the police begin doing their job and 
get them off the street!” 

The king shortly came to a small church, and decided to see what was going on 
inside.  There he found the pastor sitting in his study.  The king asked him if he 
was aware that there were people sleeping in doorways just down the street. 

“Oh, of course we are!” responded the pastor.  “The king asks all his subjects to be 
compassionate to all people.  We are aware that there are people in want, and we 
are very concerned!” 

“What do you do about it?” asked the king. 
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“There’s not much we can do.  We’re a very small church, and everyone in the 
parish is so busy in their personal lives.  Our annual giving just barely covers our 
expenses.  Our church really doesn’t have the resources.” 

The king left the small church with very much less spring in his step.  And it wasn’t 
long before he came to a second church, this one much larger.  As the king 
walked down the aisle, he gazed upward at the huge vaulted ceiling, and stood 
before the altar adorned with gold and silver.  This was obviously a church with 
resources to spare. 

“You know,” the king said when he had found the rector, “there’s a group of people 
at the church right down the street who want to do something about poverty in this 
community but don’t have the resources.  Why don’t you get together with them 
and solve the problem?” 

The rector was pensive for a moment.  “Well,” he began, “it’s a little difficult to 
explain.  Those people there are not like us.  They have so many odd ideas about 
what the Bible says that you’d think they were reading an entirely different book.  I 
just can’t see us being in mission with that church while their beliefs are so 
hopelessly wrong.” 

“But then, what are you doing about the problems that are plaguing society?” the 
king asked him. 

“We are very involved in the political process,” the rector answered. 

“Oh, I see!” said the king.  “So you and your parishioners lobby local leaders to 
look after the interests of the poor and the powerless!” 

“No, we’re going after really important problems,” the rector continued.  “We’re 
marching later to protest the decision not to allow a prayer before the high school 
football games.  And we are demanding that the 10 Commandments be put back 
up on the wall at city hall.  Oh, and we still haven’t given up on stopping gay 
marriage.” 

The king scarcely heard this last from the rector because he was already heading 
out the door.  He had to find someone, somewhere, who was doing something to 
make the kingdom better.  Suddenly, he found himself in front of a sidewalk café 
where two expensively dressed men were having lunch.  He approached them and 
said, “You’ve obviously done very well for yourselves in the kingdom.  What do 
you do?” 

One answered, “I’m the CEO of MegaHouse Corporation.  We design and 
construct condominiums.”  “At last,” the king said, “You must be the ones providing 
shelter to the homeless.”  The CEO replied, “I’ve never thought about it that way, 
but I guess we are.  That is, if the homeless have $2.5 million for four rooms with a 
view of the Hudson River.” 
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“I’m the CEO of MegaGrain,” said the other man.  “We’re an agricultural company.”  
The king was interested now.  “So, you’re in the business of making sure people 
have enough to eat?” he ventured.  “Not so much,” answered the CEO.  “The 
government pays us not to produce anything on most of our land, you know, to 
keep commodity prices up.  On most of the rest we grow corn that gets made into 
ethanol to be added to gasoline.  There’s big money in that, with the government 
subsidies.” 

“But you’re obviously very successful,” said the king.  “What do your companies do 
with all the money they make?”  

 “Let’s see,” replied one of the men.  “Last year we spent $300 million dollars to 
buy the rights to name the new ballpark ‘MegaGrain Field.’  That was quite a coup 
for us, and it’s going to pay big dividends.  Every time someone hits a home run, 
people will see it fly over that giant MegaGrain sign.  And between you and me, 
they’d better hit a lot of home runs.  The average salary of the players on the team 
is over $3 million a season.”   

“Oh,” the CEO said after a short pause, “but we did donate $100 thousand to help 
put the new wing on the children’s hospital.  We might have given more, but they 
wouldn’t put our name on it.” 

“But you’re helping people in great need!” said the king, excited again.  “And I’ll bet 
it fills you with joy when you go to visit the children that your corporation’s money 
is helping.” 

“Go there?” said the CEO, “Why would I go there?  And who has the time?  I’m 
lucky if I get to spend an hour a week with my own wife and children!” 

By now the king had had enough.  He returned to his castle to contemplate the 
existence of human suffering in a land of plenty.  He pondered a kingdom 
consumed by greed and pettiness – but mostly by indifference.  The law of the 
land, his law, had always been the same.  He wanted his subjects to love each 
other as much as he loved them.  He had hoped that his subjects would share his 
vision of a world of equality and dignity for all people; of the powerful helping the 
powerless; a place free of want.   

As he sat silently on his throne, he wondered whether anyone had ever heard a 
word he had said. 

But, as I said, it’s only a fable… 


